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and had detected me in the act of clandestinely
spending a happy day at Rosherville Gar-
dens instead of pontificating in his frock coat
and so forth. And he had an audience on
whom not one of his subtlest effects was lost.
And so for once our meeting was a success; and
I understood why Morris, when he was dying
slowly, enjoyed a visit from Wilde more than
from anybody else, as I understand why you
say in your book that you would rather have
Wilde back than any friend you have ever
talked to, even though he was incapable of
friendship, though not of the most touching
kindness1 on occasion.

"Our sixth meeting, the only other one I can
remember, was the one at the Cafe Royal. On
that occasion he was not too preoccupied with
his danger to be disgusted with me because I,
who had praised his first plays handsomely, had
turned traitor over 'The Importance of Being
Earnest.' Clever as it was, it was his first
really heartless play. In the others the chivalry
of the eighteenth century Irishman and the
romance of the disciple of Theophile Gau-
tier (Oscar was really old*fashioned in the Irish
way, except as a critic of morals) not only gave
a certain kindness and gallantry to the serious
passages and to the handling of the women, but

1 Excellent analysis. [Ed.]